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Think my ſelf oblig d to ſay a W ord or two to an Objeclion, that 
Has been made to part of the Deſign of this Poem, by g Perſon 
great Worth and Ingenuity, and that 1s, my making the Lover pre- 


* 


ſem, when he was out of Fown. I mnſt jay in my Inſti fication, that 
to the Perfection of a Poetic Fable, the Keality of the Fact is by no 
Means requir d. Dido was two hundred Tears diſtant from the Time 
of Eneas, and yet no Man that is chill d in the Epopee, thinks that 
any Fault in his Poem. Thus my Deſign ( if we may compare ſmall 
t hinge with great) being to repreſent the various Grief of the Mother, 
the Lover, and the Father, for the untimely Fate of the moſt accom- 
pliſb'd Lady of the Age, and to give a warious Draught of her Perfe&i- 
ons from ſeveral Months, I bave- not, I preſume, deviated from that 
End, by making the Lover preſent in Perſon, as doubtleſs be was in 
Mind; for an Object ſo excellent could never ſuſfer a Mind ſo entirely 
devoted to it, ever to be above a Moment really abſent. *Tis true, this 
is an Objection which cannot come from any Stranger to the Circumſtan- 
ces of Fact; yet ſince I deſign this Poem for thoſe more immediately con- 
cern d, I thought it not improper to add theſe few Words on this Head. 
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For thoſe they drew from her bel 


THRENODIA VIRGIN 


Logg'd with i iyournfuf (loom, dtoſe the Day, 
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And the Sun mounting ſhed a fi ckly Ray, 


For Beauty's, Selt, alas J | 
BUCKWORTH! the Glory of the Britiſh” Prins c 
The Pride of Nymphs, wa Idol of the | 


In her firſt charming 


expiring , lay. 


wains ; 


Bloom, unripe fi r Death, 


Jo cruel Febris now religns 73 Breath! 8585 ach 
Her Charms thar ſtill wich a reſiſtleſs Free 


Kindled in every Boſon 
Now in conſuming Flan 


In Flames, Elias like, 
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In Flames ſhe purges off the NDrale of La Mortaliey.. 


m, ſtrong” Deſire, rn oo 


171 Hh 
yes, 21541 Expire : | na 


vaſcends tlie Sky, 


% 


On Oeta thus, in burning Volumes, rode © a 


The Foil of Juno, and 


became a GOD. 


Secure of Bliſs, no other Pain ſhe knows, 

But what from Pity of her Parents flows. | 
For half in Heav'n her Parents Grief deſtroys , 
The perfect Reliſh of her Coming Joys 


Her Coming Joys her 


Raviſh her Heav n- born Soul from that 
And bear it up to endleſs Happin ls 


} 35 


F 


Her Friends and Paren 


In Sighs and Tears theit ſilent Sorrows 1% 


Like Niobe they ſeem 


Around dejected Lowes, deſponding 508 88 ü 


Fearing the Period of 
Extinct their Torches, | 


They hope no future Vaſſals ta tq 100 Z Yoke: Sh 


The Force and Vigour 


But while her Kindred Heav- n receives the Fair, 


pious Cares ſuppreſs, 


Diſtreſs, 
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(6) | 
The Graces Janguiſh, and 1 ſprightly Fire 
Droops, as with BUCKWORTH, that wou'd too expire, 
Unable after her, to heighten ſoft Deſire. 
E'n Nature's Self complains of cruel Fate, 


That gave her Maſterpiece ſo ſhort a Date. 


In FE laid ſhe, I've laviſh'd all my Store, 
And try'd the utmoſt Stretch of all my Power ! 
In vain, alas! with Labour have J join'd 
A beaut ous Body, and a beaut᷑ ous Mind, 

To make ONE perfect of the Female Kind ! 
My Pride, my Boaſt, like a gay Dream is fled ! 
In BUCKWORTH all my promis d Glory's dead | 


She by malignant Stars, that rul'd her Birth, 
Gives but a tranſient Viſit to the Earth. 


The Lightning of her Charms confounds our Eyes, 
Flaſhes inſufferably bright, and dies ! 

All other Beauties, if compar'd to her, | 

Ceaſe to be lovely, and no more are fair. 


The ancient Nymphs of ſuch illuſtrious Fame, 


That waſh'd themſelves in cool Eurota's Stream, 


And ſung the Hymeneal Song to the bright Spartan Dame, 
Compar'd to her had been imperfect found, 


More tor the Poet's Verſe than their own Chime renown d. 
Ev'n Heler's Selt, the Subject or untu Lays, 


Had ſhe been by had bore inferiour Praiſe: 
The Hero, by a more propitious Fate, 8 
Slighting the Greek, had choſe the Britiſh Mate; 3 
Aw d by her Virtue, th' adult rous Boy 


Had ne er born home Deſtruction to his Troy. 
As Venus, midſt the Planets of the Night, 
| Shines, and attracts us with ſuperiour Light; 


So BUCKWORTH ſhone among the Virgin Train, 
And ſtill with her ſuperiour Charms would gain 
The Eyes and Hearts of ev'ry gazing Swain. 

As bright Aurora riſing in the Spring, 

Does Light and Pleaſure to all Nature bring; 

So BUCKWORTH, with an unaffected Grace, 
And all the artleſs Honours of her Face, 
Spread round about, when ever ſhe was by, 

Joy to each Heart, and Pleaſure to each Eye. 
Love from her Eyes ſtill lighted double Fires, 
Where der ſhe comes ſhe double Flames inſpires. 
What e&'er ſhe does, and where fo e er ſhe moves, 
The Cauſe of ab Wiſhes ſill ſhe proves. 


) 


(213 


i by her Charms whole Myriads fall ; 
Of Conqueſt negligent, ſhe conquers all. | 


One only Lover had the happy Art 
To force the ſoft Receſſes of her Heart. 
For him alone I form'd the beaut'ous Maid, 
For her alone the faithful Youth I made : 
She only worthy of his Truth was found, 
He only worthy of her Beauty's own'd. 
The molt accompliſh'd of the Nymphs was She, 
The moſt accompliſh'd of the Swains was He. | 
Thus for each other made, a mutual Fire . 
Kindles at once their Boſoms with Defire : b 
A mutual Paſſion mutually they prove. 
Both vow the Union of connubial Love: 
Their Vows are made with inauſpicious Breath, 
For oh! too ſoon they are difſoly'd in Death! 
LOVE this juft Onion had it ſelf decreed, 
But to the Compat Fate was not agreed. 
Oh! fair, oh! lovely Maid, then art thou dead ! 
And with thee all my Hopes and Pleaſures fled ! 
For thee ev'n Nature droops, and hangs her languid Head. 


No more, ſhe ſays, abandon'd to her Cares, 
But fills her Boſom with abortive Tears. 


A deadly Grief, mean .: L, el auniuus o, 
Does on the tender Mother's Boſom prey; | 
Within her Heart convulſive Sorrows roul, | 
And make a dreadful Earthquake of the Soul : | 
So ſtrong the mighty Agitation grows, >; 
So fierce the Pangs, ſo terrible the Throes ; | LE 
That had not Nature ſome kind Influence lent, 

And giv'n this Hurricane a ſpeedy Vent, | 

Dead by her Child had fall'n the pious Dame, 

The ſame their Fate, their Grave had been the fame. 

Thus the Cumæan Sybil when potleſt, 

With ſacred Fury, feels within her Breaſt, 

The raging God his awful Pow'r extend, 

And ev'ry Member of her Body rend; 

Her widen'd Noſtrils ſtretch; her Eyc-balls 8 8 
All Parts confeſs her Agony of Soul; | | 
Till ſhe, at laſt, impatient of the Lad. 

Does in lond Oracles diſcharge the God. 

Outragious Grief thus the fond Mother preſt, 

Till planitive Words diſcharg d her r d Breaſt. 

A hollow Groan that ſhook her tender Frame, 


Firſt from her inmoſt Soul with bitter Anguiſh came: 


Thrice 


= 


Thou paint ſt che ſnowy Lawn 


(8) 
Thrice the redoubl'd Groans the Paſlage broke, 
When thus, with ſtreaming Eyes, the Matron ſpoke: 


Oh! my ELIZA! oh! my Child! my Child ! 
I, in thy Death, alas! am doubly Rind! 
Oh! that J old for thee reſign my Breath 
And by my Dying reſcue thee from Death! 


With Joy I wou'd the g. 1czly Fiend embrace, 


Wou'd Fate reſtore thee in thy Mother's Place: 
Death wou'd be nothing could | thee reſtore, 
mo give thee Lite, as I have done before. 
O my ELIZA ! ob! my Life ! my Child! 
I, in thy Death, alas! am doubly kill'd ! 
The Pangs ry Throes that gave thee to my Arms, 
Were overpaid with all thy lovely Charms: 
But oh! che Tortures of thy timeleſs Fate 


Afford no Comfort my juſt Grief t abate {| 


Tis Terror all, and Agony I fecl, : 
No Hope, no Joy this Sorrow can diſpel / 

Ob my ELIZA! oh! my charming Child! 

T in thy Death alas! am doubly kill'd ! 


| Nature had form'd thee fireſt of thy Kind, 


And Heav' n beſtow'd a moſt tranſcendent Mind, 


To cv'ry nobler Good impetuouſly enclin 'd. 
As in thy Body no Deſect was Wund, 


So was thy Soul with all Perfection crown'd. 
Knowledge and Wit above thy Sex and Age, 


Adorn' by wich all that could the Heart engage. 155 


Uncommon Merit had excus'd thy Pride, 
Yet humble thou, as it Had not been try d. 
Chaſt, modeſt, pious, excellent and mild, 
A donde and a moſt obedient Child! 

Joy of my Lite, and Sum of my Defire 1 
In thee I liv'd, in thee I now expire 5 
Oh ! my ELIZA oh ! my Life !' my Child!” 


J, in thy Death, alas ! am doubly kill 4 
ob / that I could for thee.reſign my Breath ! 


And by my Dying reſcue thee from Death ! !? 
Oh / how ſhall I thy mighty L. oſs Abe, 


No Mother loſt a Child ſo dear be fore 


How haſt thou ſooth d me with chy rait Tong 

How has my Soul on the lov'd Accents hung? 

How have my greedy Fyes been ted with Joy, 

To ſee thy taper Finger's fweet Employ /. 

When with thy curious Necdle's'wond rous Pow'rs, 
Ming various Flow rs, 


That 


© 


) 


That rivall'd Nature in their beaut'ous Form! 
But now alas! I'm wretched and forlorn 


No more thou'lt ſooth me with thy charming Tongue 


No more the Accents will my Joys prolong ! 
chou/lr feed no more 
Ah ! how {hall I thy racking Loſs deplore |! 100 
Oh ! my ELIZA ! ob! my Life ! in Child! 

J, in thy Death, alas ! am doubly kill d! 
oh ! that I _ for thee reſigu my, Breath Th 
And by my Dying reſcue thee from Death | 

It cannot be, the cruel Fates deny 


My greedy Eyes, alas |! 


That thou ſhould'ſ live again, or I ſhould die: * 
Oh ! break my ſtubborn Heart; oh! 


quickly break ? 


And me, O Death, with my ELIZA take! 
Scarce her laſt Words had giv'n their raful Sound, 
And ihe ſunk down with Sorrow on the Ground; 
But the unhappy YOUTH, by LOVE defign'd - 
To have this taireſt, beſt of Womankind, | 
From his Lethargick Sorrows ſwiftly bounds, 


And, wich a rending Sigh, ſent forth theſe plaintive Sounds : IN 


Ah! give a ſhort Ceſſation to your Grief, | 
Wich a kind Pauſe afford me ſome Relief 
'Tis I alone, who ſhould deplore her Fate, 


To Me alone this Rum duc relate e | * 


Ton Years of Joy have in ELIZA known, 


My promis'd Joys in her ſad Death are gone 


Long have I burnt with a moſt fervent aps, 


Long have I ſigh'd with a ſincere Deſire 1 #19 


But when the dear Reward of all my Pam, 


The Heaw'n I hop'd, by all my Vows, te gain, | _ 


Was kindly falling in my longing Arms, 


Death, curſed Death, depriv'd me of her Charms! 1. 
She was but Tours by her Nativity, 1 


But She was Mine by a ſuperiour Tye. Pn 
Oh! my ELIZA, art thou then no mace! © + 


Of all thy Chari then waſted is the Store! 
Are all thy Glories, all thy dazling Light, | 

Shut up ſo ſoon in an eternal Night! 5 
Muſt I no more behold thy ſprightly ee! | 


Liſten no more to thy melodious Voice! 
No more receive from thee the 


pleafing Smart ! 


No more approach thee with a trembling Heart! 
No more that Ecſtaſy of Pleaſure know. : 


That from oy ſtrong united Cluirins dia flow ! bf 
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THOU in the Darkneſs of tlie gloomy Night, 


In pathleſs Solitudes alone with THEE, 


But THOWU art gone with all thy wond'rous Charms, 


Then with ELIZA I ſhould be at Keſt ; 


THOU only of thy Sex to me wer't fair, 
THOU only worthy of my Sighs and Pray'r. 


With THEE alone to Deſarts I could fly, | E | 3 
And hope no other, wiſh no greater Joy. 5 4 
THOU wer't alone Repole to all my Care, J 5 


With THEE alone I had no Room for Fears. 


LE Ee, So eT 


Had'ſt been to me my Comfort and my Light, | - — WM 


I ne'er had wiſh'd for other Company, 
For THOU alone wer't all the World to me. 


Never to bleſs thy LOVER's. longing Arms! 
Ah ! cruel Death, why did thy partial Dart 
Only transfix the ſoft ELIZA's Heart ? : 
Why was I left to mourn her Fate in vain, | ; 
And linger out a wretched Life in Pain? | | 
Oh! that thy Shaft would pierce my faithful Breaſt * 


And while One Grave our Bodies did unite, 

Our Souls ſhould mount to Heav'n, wich one Conted rate . 

Long with ELIZA to have liv d below, 

Was my firſt Wiſh, my chief, my darling Vow : 5 

But ſince that Wiſh malicious Fate deny d, 

My next was with ELIZ. 1 © have dy'd. 

But Heav'n averſe condemns me ſill to Breath, 9 
200ms me to Life, more terrible than Death! | 4 

Oh! my ELIZA! oh! my charming Fair, 
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So great a Loſs I cannot, will not bear - 4 
— But here outragious Grief his Words ſuppreſt, 5 
His Agony confin d within his Breaſt. 1 
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Mean while, in awful Silence ſtood her Sire, 
Quite motionleſs, and ſeem d not to reſpire 3 
Stupid with Grief, and loſt in mighty Woe, 
No Groan leres him, and no Tear does flow, 
To eaſe the Anguiſh of his tortur'd Soul, 

That preys upon his Heart without Controul. 


But hold, my Muſe, nor with audacious Wing, 
Preſume the Father's wond'rous Woe to ſing : 
No Pen, no Tongue can his vaſt Suff rings tell, 
No; thole alas! are quite unſpeakable. 
Thus when the Grecian Painter had defign'd, 
Grief in each Form, and ev'ry various Kind; 
The tender Mother's moſt pathetic Throes, 


And the prong eie —__ Woes ; 
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As they ſurround the poor devoted Maid, 


A ſudden burſt of Glory fill d the Room, 
And ſoon diſpell'd the melancholly Gloom. 


Heav'n in one Moment does their Grief deſtroy, 


So Flow'rs oppreſs'd with Storms recline their Heads, 


To Heav'nly Realms, your Sorrows ſhould controul. 


(ſh). © 
By impious Rites to cruel Death betray d, 


Unable to expreſs the Father's Grief, 
Beneath a Veil, he hid th' imperial Chief, 


Thus while imperious Grief the Tyrant play d, 
And all were dying with the breathleſs Maid; 


Each ſtarts as from the Grave with vaſt Surprize, 
Joy in their Hearts, and Wonder in their Eyes, 


And force a needful Interval of Joy. 


And drooping languiſh on their genial Beds; 

But ſoon as Phæbus darts his gracious Fire, 
Making th' oppreſſive Night of Clouds retire, | 
They ſtart from Death, and with new Life reſpire; 
With Native Sweets repleat, from Earth they bound, 
Diffuſing grateful Odours all around. 


The much lamented Virgin now appears, 
To heal their Wounds, and dry up all their Tears ; 
With Beams ineffably bright ſhe ſhone, _ 

Beams more refulgent, than the mid-day Sun. 

Why mourn my Friende, ſaid ſhe, my happy State? 
And curſe th' Indulgence of propitious Fate? 
Scarce bleſt in Heav'n, while all your Griefs I knew, 
I bring the Comfort to your Frailties due. i 
Oh / my lov'd Parents, grieve, ah! grieve no more, 
And you my faithful Friend, your Plaints give o're. 
Let thoſe, who think no Life is after this, 

Who have no Notions of eternal Bliſs : | | 
Let thoſe, whoſe Lives purſue che devious Road, | - = 
That leads directly to the damn'd Abode Tk. | ; 
Ot Stygian Furies, and ne'er think of God: + + 235 | 


-< 


Let theſe and all their Friends deplore their Death, 1 | 


That is a Cauſe for Sorrows loudeſt Breath : 


But tis unworthy Me, unworthy Ton, 


To yield your ſelves to ſuch abandon'd Woe. 
That Faith and Virtue, that have born my Soul 


Take but a View of my ſublime Eſtate, 
And you no more will grieve my happy Fate. | = ; 
Free from the pond'rous Weight of Human Cares, | 
Uneaſy Wiſhes, and all Doubts and Fears, 3 _ 
Secure of Death, I now poſſeſs the Stars * 
. Od | Here | 


(C321) 
luce no Sollicitude, nor Grief dejects, 

Nor drunken Hope with a falſe Joy Gel: 
Above the painful Bliſs of Humane Kind; b 
Uncapable to ſatisfy the Mind. 1 
For nobler and more laſting Gongs Johan; : | 
More near I now that gracious, God enjoy, 

Who did in diſtant Life my Soul employ. 

Here he is manifeſt alone in OTE, 

(Deſpair and Terror are not bog above) 

But in pure Light, pure Light | dc behold, 

Which to your mortal Ears I can't! untold. 

The Day you mourn my Obſequies on Earth, 

I juſtly call the Morning of my Birth + 

When from a loathſome Exile I was caught, 

And to the Dawn of endleſs Glory brought. | 
Above the fickle Empire of blind Chance, 

My ſtable Bliſs its Value does advance. 

As when the Soul through every Vein does bound, 
And Life and Energy diffuſe around, 

Toery Part it gives a quickening Heat, 

And moves and vegetares the ſluggiſh Weight. 

But u hen, by Fates Command, that flies away, 
The Body ſoon, by a deplor'd Des | 


Becomes a lifeleſs Lump, a Mafs of putrid . 
So when our God, the Saiil of Couls, rotires a 


The Mud, depriv d of her informing Fires, 

O'crw helnid with Darkneſ? in her devious Way, 

In chace of empty Shadows ſtill does ſtray, 
Deluded with vain Images of Things * 
Which Fancy's falſe fallacious Twilight brings, 
Miſtaken Notions of both RIGHT and GOOD 

She graſps, as pleaſing to frail Fleſh and Blood. 
But when refin'd in this divine Abode 

She taſtes of Heav'n, and takes i; in all the God, 
The dusky Shades of SOUL fly ſwift away, 
And all 2 Fantoms vaniſh from that Day. 
Eternal Truth ſhe in eternal Light © 

Views, and receives with a ſupteam Delight, 


LEY 


And ſears no more her loſing it in Night. © © Yo 


Then grieve no more; that Fam bleſt womb 
Ah! give a kinder, juſter Proof of Love J 
And you, my Father, baniſh private Grief, 
The Public challenges your ſwift Relief, . 1 
Let nobler Thoughts your nobler Soul lh 
Nor with vain Griefs your Virtue thus deſtroy, 
Secure, that I am happy in eternal Joy. „ 
FINIS. 


